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T he other to enioy by rage and war, 

Thefefignci foicrunne the death of Kings, 

Farcwcl, our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As vvel allured Richard theyr King is dead. 

Salt/. Ah Richardlwitheyesofhcauie mind, 

1 lee thy glory like a (hooting flar. 

Fall to the bale earth from the firmament. 

Thy (unne fets weeping in the lowlywelf, ,. ( l *j s ■ 
Witncfsmgftotmestocome,vvoe,andvmert, . 

Thy friendes are fiedjto. W?jte vponrhy foes* 3w 'a 

And crofly to thy good al fortune goes. 

Enter Duke of Hersford. Tor ke, North umber 
2? ufhieetndGreenefriJotters . 

'Bull. Bring forfli thefc^en. , HnrA \Wi 

Bufliie and foulcs: 

Since prefently your foule-s mull part your bodyes. 

With too much vrging your pernitious hue?, 

For twere no charity; yet to waflt your bl<?u4i . ■ L 

From off my hands; here. ^jhe^ cw ^fflW i ■ 1 rfuri Y 

I willvnfold fome caufesof yourdeach; ? 

You liauc milled a Pnnce,a royall King, 

A happic Gentleman in blond and lineaments, < 

Ey VAU ynhappied and difligured cjeane. 

You hauein manner with youi finfiil houres, 

Made a diuorce bet wixt his Queene and him, 

Broke the poflcfsion ofaroyall bed, 

And flainde the bcautic ofafaire Queene* cheekes 
"With tcares drawnefrom her cics with yout foulc wrongs. 
My felfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Neareto theiving inblpud,andnc3rcin loue, 

Til they did make him mifinterpret me, 

Hauc ftoopt my ne eke vnder your iaiurres. 

And figli’t my Englilh breath in forren doudes, 

Eating the bitterbrejid of banilhmcnt, 

While youhauefed' Yponmy fegniorics, 

Difparkt my parks, and fclld my forrefl woods. 

From my owne windovves torne my houQiold coate, 

Rac t out my imprccfc,leamng me no %ne, ; 
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King .Richard the feccnd: 

Saue mens opinions, and my lining bloud, 

Tolhew tbc world lama Gentlertian. 

This and much more, much more thtn twice all this 
Condemnsyou to the death : fee them deliuered ouer 
Toexecution and the hand of death. 

Bufh'tc More welcome is the ftrokc of death to me. 
Then Bullingbrooke to England, Lords farewell. 

~ greene My comfort is.thatheauenwil take our fooles. 
And plague iniuflice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland lee them difpatcht: 
Vncklc you fay the Queene is at your houfcj 
For Gods fake fairely let her be intreated, 

Tel her I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Torke A gentleman of mine I haue dtfpatchr. 

With letters ofyour loueto herat large.' 

"Bull. Thanks (gentle Vnckle:)come Lords away. 

To fight with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to vvorke,and after holiday. Exeunt. 
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Enter the King, Aumerl e, Carleil, &c. 

King Batkloughly Caltle call you this at hand? 

Aum. Yeamy Lord,Howbrookcs your Grace the ayre. 
After yourlatetolsingon the breaking leas? 

King Ncedesmuftfjikc itwell.I wcepefof ioy, ' 
Tottand vpon my Kmgdonae onceagamc, 

Dearc earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horlcs hoofes; 

As a long patted mother with her chfld, 

Playes fondly with her tearcs,and fmiles in meeting; 

So weeping, fmilingjgreete I thee mycarth. 

And do thee fauour with my royal hands; 

Feede not thy foueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fvveet^scbnjforthisrauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome, : 

And heauy gated. toades lie in tlieir way. 

Doing annoyance to the trechcrous feete. 

Which with vfurping fteps do trample thee; 

Yeelde 



